JACOB'S ROOM                 25

observed how well the Corporation had laid out
the flower-beds. Sometimes a straw hat was
blown away. Tulips burnt in the sun. Numbers
of sponge-bag trousers were stretched in rows.
Purple bonnets fringed soft, pink, querulous faces
on pillows in bath chairs. Triangular hoardings
were wheeled along by men in white coats.
Captain George Boase had caught a monster
shark. One side of the triangular hoarding
said so in red, blue, and yellow letters ; and each
line ended with three differently coloured notes
of exclamation.

So that was a reason for going down into the
Aquarium, where the sallow blinds, the stale smell
of spirits of salt, the bamboo chairs, the tables
with ash-trays, the revolving fish, the attendant
knitting behind six or seven chocolate boxes (often
she was quite alone with the fish for hours at a
time) remained in the mind as part of the monster
shark, he himself being only a flabby yellow
receptacle, like an empty Gladstone bag in a
tank. No one had ever been cheered by the
Aquarium ; but the faces of those emerging,
quickly lost their dim, chilled expression when
they perceived that it was only by standing in
a queue that one could be admitted to the pier.
Once through the turnstiles, every one walked for
a yard or two very briskly; some flagged at this